THE  RACE  FOR THE  GUADARRAMA PASSES
there we were able to see Madrid gleaming white in the
distance. Machine-gun bullets were cutting the brush-
wood about us, and just when we were starting back
for our cars, left on one of the bends of the road below,
the Red 'planes arrived and we had to take shelter as they
dropped bomb after bomb Finally we ran to our cars
and got off, and then two of them followed us with
their machine-guns, flying very low and shooting down
the road. I tried at first to dash ahead, thinking that after
the first burst of machine-gun fire they would give up
the chase.
I had with me in my car a very gallant little American
girl, Miss Frances Davis, who was acting as courier and
correspondent for the Daily Mail. She showed no fear,
not even when I told Antome, the chauffeur, to jam on
the brakes and stop, at a moment when we were travelling
at some sixty miles an hour. The car side-slipped across
the road, the cushions slid from their places, and two
bottles of beer rolled from a basket, pouring their contents
over us as we opened the doors and, jumping out, took
shelter in the fields on the right of the road. One of the
Red 'planes, a small one of the Moth type, was then only
some three hundred feet up, but it could not fire through
the propeller and had to side-slip on one wing every time
it tried to get its machine-gun to bear. It did so twice
again as we stood in the field motionless and hidden from
view in the shadow of rocks, and then, giving up the chase
as a bad job, it flew off. We had further emotions, how-
ever, for when we reached Villacastm, some miles in the
rear, the Red 'planes returned and bombed us soundly
again. We were lucky not to be touched, but there were
over a score of casualties among the soldiers. Miss Davis
behaved with exemplary coolness, taking it all for granted,
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